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America will follow. Our cities will go, too. . . . No
one will live in New York any more than miners live
in a coal mine.

So the world will be all different. One little century
will do it. Even half a century will show the full out-
line of it. Surviving on ... surviving on into this
altered world will be the queerest old set of left-over
creatures, as queer as our left-over Victorians, only
queerer. These old women will be happy and alert
and self-assertive, but they will still not know how to
fry an egg or repeat a nursery rhyme, for they only had
three-quarters of a child each. . . . The boys and girls
of twenty will think them very funny. . , . But my !
Won't they be witty when they get together and cackle.

So that, you see, is why I don't think witty women
are attractive to men. You don't see the connection?
Well, perhaps you remember Moliere's play called The
Doctor by Accident (Le Medecin Malgre Lai) where the
supposed doctor, called in to diagnose a case, gets off
a vast rigmarole about nothing in particular and adds
at the end, "... and that is why your daughter has
lost her speech." You see, he didn't know anything
about it.

Possibly it was like that.